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Unexpected 


Author's Notes: 
Another old fic of mine that didn't really go anywhere, but I've reworked it, many chapters to come nn 


| awake to a stifling heat, too bright light and a pounding headache. Why must a night of good company and 
plenty of beers be ruined by a fucking hangover? Its not fair, its a kick in the balls that's what it is. The 
concert had gone great and we celebrated with the usual. Get drunk in the hotels bar, stumble to someones 
room (normally Jason's, just so that its him who has to deal with the messy aftermath) then continue 
drinking until its time to pass out. Im pretty sure that's how it went last night anyway, | cant remember shit. | 
groan and flip myself over, wincing at the pain in my head. | smirk as l'm greeted by a mop of brunette hair 
and naked, slender shoulders. | must have gotten lucky last night. | don't remember it, so | might as well make 
amemory right now. My smirk grows as i scoot closer to the sleeping girl, she's snoring softly, no doubt in a 
deep, deep slumber. She moans a litle as | kiss the middle of her shoulder blades, l'm a little taken aback by 
the roughness of the sound. | guess we were really hammered lastnight. | place my hand on her waist and pull 
her back, grinding myself into her backside, she jumps. 


"What the fuck dude?" 


She..he groans. | take my hands away suddenly. Holy fuck its.Lars?! | shove him out the bed and he hits the 
floor with a grunt and a loud thump. | stare at the empty space, horrified. 


"The fuck are you doing in my bed?!" 


| yell at the void, a hand appears on the bed before Lars’ head pops up, a wince set deep on his face. He 
groans and stands, rubbing at the side of his head. 


"You said | could sleep here, ugh, | lost my room key.” 


His voice is rough and gravelly. He sits hunched on the edge of my bed, yawning loudly with a roll of his 


shoulders. 

"That hurt asshole.” 

"| thought you were a fucking chick! 

| flop back on the bed, my hands over my face to hide my shame. 
Oh God, that felt:.right?! 

| genuinely thought he was. 


Lars shifts and | peek at him, he is looking at me with a slight pain on his face. The fall couldn't have hurt that 
bad, could it? 


"Is that your excuse for last night, huh?" 
The words hit me like a bullet. 
"Thanks a fucking bunch Hetfield, you don't even remember do you?" 


| slide my hands slowly down my face as he speaks. What the fuck?! Nonono. | notice a bite mark on his neck 


and in my mind that confirms my sickest thought. | do bite when | fuck 

"Did, did we.?" 

My voice is quiet, completely lacking its usual authority, my throat goes dry. Lars nods his head and stands, 
turning his back on me. | groan, the pain in my head getting worse. | feel weird, | fucked Lars. My best 


friend.Why doesn't that bother me? | look over at Lars and notice his shoulders shuddering, shit, is he crying? 


A snort of laughter proves that, no, no he fucking isn't. 


"Holy. Fucking. Shit!" 

He turns and laughs harder, his hands on his knees. 

"You should have seen your face! My GOD! You actually believed me?!" 

He throws his head back and laughs at the ceiling. 

"Your such a fucking ass," 

"You did! No offence, | could do so much better." 

He smirks at me. | don't think | could kill him with a look, but I'm certainly trying to. 


"Fuck you, you little Danish bastard." 


Clueless. 


Author's Notes: 
In my head, this is not long after Jason joined the band hence the hostility towards him, poor Jason won't be 


constantly hated on | promise. 

The rest of the morning was eerily quiet as we went about getting ready for an early-ish cab to the airport. 
C'mon 14:45 is pretty damn early. 

It was weird, and strangely awkward. | never feel awkward around Lars. And the few words that were spoken, 


just weren't right. It wasn't the usual Lars. Sir Motormouth Ulrich was silent for longer than, | think, he ever 
has been in my company. Ever. He must be ill or something, unless it really did hurt him when | pushed him 


off the bed. Maybe | knocked some sense into the little fucker. 

‘The cab to the airport was fairly normal | guess, silent and fuckin hungover: 

| think grimly as | pull the plastic lid off my coffee and watch the steam drift lazily from the cup, an ugly 
marble looking floor its backdrop. It looks so peaceful. Just going about its own steamy business, despite the 
bustle around me. | wonder what its like? Being able to be insignificant and unnoticed again. Even now | feel eyes 
me and hushed words. | just ignore it, as always, and glance up at Lars and Kirk. Wrapped up in their own 
conversation about percentages or some boring shit like that. Trust Lars to talking business right up until our 


break, getting the last of it out of himself before he is left to stew in his own juices for a week. 


Newkid is sitting near silently next to me, drumming his fingers rhythmically on the outside of his cup. Damn, 


He is such an annoyance, even when he is mute. 
"Will you cut that fucking out, huh?" 


| growl, waiting for the flight is definitely beginning to wear on me. That, and this strange-impending-danger 
feeling in my gut, has me a little more testy than usual. 


"Sorry dude," 


| roll my eyes as Jason speaks, he must have smoked a joint this morning. | can tell. The only time it seems 
he's brave enough to call me dude is if he's stoned. 


"What has he done?" 


He asks casually, nodding his head in Lars’ direction to my surprise. What? Is he fucking Sherlock Holmes now 


or some shit?! 
"What are you talking about, Newkid?" 


| grunt, my glare still trained on him over my cup as | take a drink. He holds a hand up and blows a breath out 
of his mouth, his eyebrows raised. He's lucky he is tolerable at least half the time or | swear-. 


"l'm just going by the atmosphere here, negative as shit." 
He glances back at Lars and Kirk as he speaks, his voice dropping a few decibels. 


| dont really have anything to say to that, | can hardly deny it. | decide to blank him and lean my elbows on my 
knees, sipping at my coffee as if it tasted almost half-decent. 


The silence is killing me. | can't hold a proper conversation with Jason, for one, he's stoned He knows | hate 
that. Plus, | don't exactly feel like being best friends with Cliffs replacement..And the two people | could actually 
converse with are in the middle of some dull subject | have no interest in. 

Why is time going so fucking slowly? 

The flight is late, typical. You'd think we'd have a better way to get around by now. Dumb ass pilot, prolonging 
this tension. | throw my head back to sigh, then | notice Lars looking at me, yet when | flick my eyes to him, 
his green orbs snap back to Kirk, completely fucking blanking me. What's his problem? Maybe | should say 
something, ask him the time or some shit. Wait, no that's stupid, there's a big motherfucking clock right above 
his head. 

He's my best friend, surely there's something to say. 


"Uh, so-" 


| swallow hard when Kirk and Lars turn to my sudden but brief words, | feel Jason's eyes on me too. | almost 


can't breathe with this pressure in the air. 
"What you doing for this break, Lars?" 


My voice sounds too loud in our little circle, though the the airport is abuzz. What the fuck was that? Thats 


the best you could come up with?! The question somehow feels suspicious amidst this silence. 
"| told you," 
A snort of critical laughter. 


"lim going to Kirk's moms with him," 


| hold my cup a little tighter, glancing at the black liquid before shrugging. 

"Cool, | forgot" 

Kirk laughs and grins at me. 

"You always forget shit, James." 

His innocent observation hangs in the air, Lars looks to the floor before his eyes meet mine. 

Oh, what? 

"| know right?" 

He says at me and his words hit me right in the chest. What's with that look? Its like hatred, pain.betrayal? | 
expect an Ulrich death rant, one where he will talk you down piece by piece, then convince you it was your 


own doing. | prepare for a calculated explosion from the little drummer. 


But | guess not. He just pats Kirk on the shoulder and restarts their previous conversation. I'm cringing 
internally as | busy myself finishing off my coffee. God that was so fucking awkward. 


| really hate this. 
“That was painful." 


Jason says at length, his voice low. In the heat of my embarrassment and rage, | whip round and grab him by 
the collar. He cries out as | tear him to his feet, coffee spilling down his legs. | stand sneering at him and his 


clueless eyes for little more than a second before | just-. 
"Listen, | am not in the fucking mood, you wanna find out what painful means, Newkid?" 


| speak dangerously low, as to avoid drawing any more attention to us than his bitching already has. He shakes 
his head and pushes at my chest, just when he looks as though he is about to retaliate, someone speaks up. 


At first | barely recognise the voice, it doesn't sound like it should. Nah, it's not. 
"Let him go asshole." 


| glare at Lars over my shoulder, he is still sitting so coolly, one leg hitched up on the other knee, a temper 
petted lip as he glares up at me. What's he doing? He would never normally protect Jason. | tear my hands 
away to take a step towards Lars, much to Jason's relief I'm sure. Just as lim about to confront him, just as 
soon as he looks as though he may actually speak to me. | hear my flight being announced, now boarding. To 
Fuck away from this shit hole, and on to another. 


"See ya" 


| growl, not at all expecting a reply, before snatching my bag off the bench and leaving the shitty atmosphere. 
l'm sure if | looked back there would be a big fucking black cloud hanging over the trio, unless its following me. 
Lars has got to be on his period or something, | mean seriously. I'm not the one who made it like this, its his 


fucking fault. 


| hand the stewardess my ticket and she smiles at me, sickeningly sweet and fake. 
"Enjoy your flight, sir.” 


| manage a grunt in reply and head into the plane. But my mind is still back there. What an asshole, it was him 
who took the piss out of me. It wasn't even a terribly bad joke to play on someone, | could have looked back on 
it and laughed if he wasn't being so pissy about it now. | push my way past people to my seat at a window, | 
couldn't sit anywhere else. It's a relief when finally my bag is stowed away and my backside hits the seat. 
Eventually, fucking made it. | barely hear the pilot in the background, | don't watch the safety procedures. I've 
heard it all so many times now. The man sitting next to me is ignored and | plug myself into my Walkman. | 
prefer listening to misfits alone, but | left my CDs in my bag. It takes my mind back to Cliff, back to when life 
made sense to me. When Cliff joined the band, he was the missing piece of the puzzle and who brought us 
together. | will never forget what we saw that night, how fucking could |? The screaming, the flames and 
mangled steel, the sound of the bus falling back on top of whatever was left of my life as | knew it. 


| still had Lars, and to a lesser extent Kirk, | had our music, | had alcohol. 

Now, Lars is distancing himself from me? 

| dont want to make any assumptions. | mean, maybe he's just in a shitty mood. 
‘Im calling him first thing tomorrow, 


| tell myself. Out of curiosities sake of course, | could care less if he wants to carry on being a bitch, let him. 


Hope he's having a fan-fucking-tastic time with Kirk. 


Yeah. 


Make it up. 


Author's Notes: 
I've actually really enjoyed working on this fic again, and have a great plan of action for it. Enjoy guys. 


| watch an unfamiliar city rush past me, the cab too hot and too silent. Past the point of small talk with the 
driver over half an hour ago. | had to skirt around the subject of Metallica, the guy is obviously a fan, he 
recognised me straight away. Now isn't exactly the time for me to be discussing the band and shit, my mind is 


elsewhere. 


What Lars had said at the airport was obviously a hint at something, a hint at something thats tore my mind 
to shreds. 


Did we actually fuck? 


My curls stick to my forehead in the sweltering cab, | sigh and pull them away before rolling the window down 


a crack. 
‘tm not gay: 


| tell myself over and over, though, I'm not totally sure why. Its not that that's bothering me. Not really, | got 
over the denial with Cliff. Eventually, too late.. 


Now my phone call with Lars though, that's been on my mind the whole break. 


| did call him first thing the next morning. | had stared at the ugly white plastic for what seemed like forever 


before | finally dialed his number with a shaking hand. Four rings later, he answered and my mouth froze. 
"Ja, who's this?" 

He had said mid laugh, my chest tightened. 

"Hey, Lars, its James. 

| kept my voice hushed, not wanting my family to hear. For obvious reasons. 

"Oh, hi." 


That petulant tone, | could imagine his face, and | could have bet money he hand a hand accusingly on his hip. 
Also, | practically felt Kirks presence on the other end of the line. 


| need to talk to you." 
"Not now James," 
He had almost whined, then an idea came to mind. An idea lve come to regret. 


"Well, go out with me? For a meal | mean, or something like that.| mean you can choose, if you want. Y,you 


don't have too, it's just.like-" 

"James, shut up." 

He paused. Fuck. That pause had felt like an hour long. 

"y'know what, fuck it, okay. Your paying." 

Ard that was it, the line went dead. 

| stood, gripping the phone tightly to my ear, flushed cheeks, sweaty palms, a flip flopping stomach. 

| had completely embarrassed myself. In my mind | had thought. 

‘If | was in this situation with a girl, what would | do? 

Before | knew it, | had practically asked him on a date. Brain twice before mouth, | need to remember that. 


The cab slows to a halt, my stomach clenches. This is it. | pay the man and tip him through the gap in the 
seats. Before | know it he jumps out and gets my bag out the trunk, handing it to me with a bright grin 


“Thanks mon." 
"My pleasure, have a good one." 


He beams and manage a nod in return as | sling my bag over my shoulder. He seems a little disappointed as he 


clambers back in the cab, but | really | don't have the mental capacity for politeness right now. 
Get a grip Hetfield, its only Lars. 


| blow a breath out in a rush and walk through the large glass doors of the hotel, | couldn't give a fuck what 
its called. A blast of cold air hits me, indescribably better than the stagnant heat outside. There Kirk is 
standing looking up at the large chandelier above his head, in apparent awe. He notices me and grins, pointing up 


at the dangling and glittering shards of glass. 


"Check it! We've never stayed in a place that has a chandelier before." 

Ah easily amused as per usual. 

"Wow, that's just fantastic." 

| say with a small smirk as | approach, taking in the subtle browns and golds of the little lounge area | don't 
see Jason, or Lars for that matter. Kirk slides a key card out his back pocket as he practically dances over, 
handing it to me with a slight glint in his eye. 

"Here ya go roomie. How was your break?" 

"Thanks, it was good" 

| glance around, and my curiosity gets the better of me. 

"Wheres Lars?" 

Kirk shrugs, and | can't help but feel like I'm missing out on some joke.the way he's looking at me. 

"In his room, why?" 

"No reason" 

"Got a hot date, right?" 

He nudges me suggestively and | scowl. Ah. Of course. Lars and his big fucking mouth, | swear- 


"Course we do." 


| settle on growling, I'm not gunna give him the reaction he is pushing for. | know kirks games, but he knows me 


too. And he's got all he needs to send a flush up my neck and no doubt staining my cheeks. 
"awww." 


"Pfft, whats our room number?" 


| harden my look on him as | change the subject, though its hard when he laughs like that. That little fuckin 
idiot. 


"2b. Jason wont be back until tomorrow by the way." 


"Thats a shame." 


| sigh with a roll of my eyes, walking away with kirk close at my heels. To an elevator across from a long 


sweeping registration desk. | can't deny, the accommodation has definitely improved. 
"What happened at the airport?" 


He jumps in the lift before me and presses a button | feel his eyes on me as | rub a hand over my face, 


leaning against the mirrored wall as soon as the doors slide closed 
"He just pissed me off, I'm not used to him yet Kirk" 
He shakes his head and is looking at me with some kind of worry. 


‘| meant with Lars. Are you guys okay now?" 
Oh. 


| ignore his question and he takes the hint and drops it, in time for the doors pinging open. | like that about kirk. 
He doest pry, not really. It's just genuine, innocent curiosity. He knows exactly when to stop. 


‘lm gonna go annoy Lars. See you." 


He gives a final smirk. | can't help a small smile to myself as | pause outside room 26 with my back to him, 
yanking the key card from my pocket to slide it in the slot, a flash of green and the door clicks open | risk a 


look over my shoulder as | walk in, Kirk is knocking away over enthusiastically on the door opposite. 


So that's Lars' room. Lars is in there right now. What do | do? Do | go over now or is that too.? Do | wait for 
him? | wipe my sweaty palms down my thighs after dumping my bag in the middle of the spacious room. The 
decor is contemporary, not too shabby, blues and greys dappled with silver. | tut at kirks bag, emptied and 
scattered on his bed, | knew it. | hate that he does that. Every room, every hotel, he messes it up. 


‘Makes it more homely: 
He told me once, | can understand that | guess. 


l'm at a loss of what to do, but | should make the first move right? | know that Lars will be expecting me to. 
Since I'm apparently in the wrong here with. whatever the fuck is going on. | spy the mini bar and decide some 
courage is needed. | take out a couple of mini vodka bottles stat and crack open the first as soon as | take a 
seat on the edge of my bed. After downing the liquid in one dreadful swallow | throw the plastic bottle at the 
paper bin. Smiling smugly to myself as it hits off the wall and bounces into the bin with a clatter. Shame there 
was no one there to see that shit. | open the other bottle and hesitate. t's pretty bad that | feel the need to 
drink before this, whatever it is. But | feel like a stronger person knowing that there is at least a little alcohol 
in my system. But, | have that back up, y'know?With that thought | down the fire water, relishing at the burn 


down my throat. | leave the empty bottle on my bed and stand, rubbing my hands down my face. | take a look 
down myself, a Venom shirt and some denim jeans. A black top being an inappropriate colour for the heat 
outside, but l'm sure I'll cope. | slide my key card into my back pocket and walk up to the door, mentally 
psyching myself up for the endeavour ahead. 

| stare at the white painted wood for a moment. 

Take a hold of the cold steel handle. 

Okay fuck it, lets go. 

My heart is in my mouth as | walk the short distance across the hall and give a tentative knock on Lars’ door. 
An old couple are walking up the hall as | stand like an idiot at the door. | give them a small smile, y'know to 
show I'm not a threat, this only seems to make things worse. They shuffle past me in single file and | scowl at 
the door. 

"l'm not going to steel your fucking handbag.’ 


| jump a little as the door is thrown open. Lars leans against the door frame with crossed arms, a bored 


expression | shift and push my hair back off my face. 

"You ready to go?" 

| ask, my voice not quite itself and my eyes not knowing at all where to settle. 

"Depends where we're going." 

He picks at a nail and looks up at me through his eyelashes. His eyes are pretty, lve always liked his eyes. | 
stuff my hands in my pockets, shrugging off the thought. 

"Where do you want to go?" 

He blows out a breath and looks to the ceiling. While hes not looking | glance down his lithe body, | know he is 
strong despite his size and build His V neck hugs his frame, skinny jean clad legs shift and his hips shimmy a 
little as he thinks. 

lve never actually looked at Lars too closely before, it feels like I'm noticing him for the first time, strangely. 


"Well, there's a bar and grill a block away?" 


"Sounds good to me." 


| say with another shrug and study my boots to stop my eyes from wandering anymore. This is just to clear 


the air, that's all. 

Its not a date. 

‘Okay. Kirk we're going out" 

He says over his shoulder, Kirk appears from behind him right on cue and smirks. 
"Congratulations," 


He nudges me as he walks past. | furrow my brows and punch him hard in the arm, he staggers to the side 


and winces, looking at me as if he didn't deserve it. Which he totally fuckin deserved it 
"For a something to eat, jackass. 

| growl back at him, quite amused watching him huffing and grabbing at his no-doubt-dead arm. 
"| fucking knew that, | was joking! Lighten up, Fuck" 


He murmurs the last part and makes a less than angry entrance into our room, the moment lost as he waits 


for the door to unlock. 

| turn back to Lars at the soft click of his door closing, his eyes were also twinkling with amusement. He's 
loving having me on the spot like this. We walk in step up the hall, and | hazard glance at him from the corner 
of my eye. 

"So, how was the break with kirk?" 

Even | notice the unintentional and suspiciously jealous sounding tone. 

"It was good," 

"thats good." 

| swallow hard and shake myself internally as we pause at the elevator, the door opens to find a flustered 
looking girl. She emerges with a shy smile, lingers a moment before hurrying down the hall. 

The dodgy music playing in the elevator is too loud in this awkward silence. | look at Lars again and he seems 
fine, a relaxed demeanor. | highly doubt this is as awkward for him as it is for me. 


"So what did yous get up to?" 


"Not much really-" 


He looks up at me as we leave the elevator. 

"You?" 

Thank Fuck, at least he is making conversation now. 

"Yeah, me too." 

He walks a step ahead out the glass doors and into the choking heat. The sun makes Lars’ hair shine, 
illuminates his pale skin. It beats down on the concrete, shines off windows and cars driving past. The streets 
are just abuzz with people going about their business. 


"What is with this heat!" 


Lars whines and drops back to my side, our arms brushing as he dodges a red faced and sweaty businessman 


in a suit. The guy must be crazy wearing that. 

"Did you see that guy?" 

He says with a snort of laughter, | grin 

"Fuck wearing a suit in this weather." 

Lars smiles at me. My stomach flips and my heart clenches. That's the first time he has smiled at me in what 
feels like an eternity, makes me feel all warm inside. | find that, | too have a smile on my face as we walk side 
by side in the sunshine. The rest of the walk is in a companionable silence. I'm really just glad to be in Lars’ 
company. 

"Here it is." 

He says with a sigh, leading me into the bar and grill. "Kenny's" displayed on the glass of the door in red 
writing. The door creaks open as Lars walks through, the place is half empty. Just a few big burly guys with 


beards, the place reeking of cigar smoke and stale beer. 


We sit down simultaneously at a booth near the door and Lars immediately reaches for the laminated menu. | 


shift in the sunken seat, clasping my hands on the table. 
"Are you hungry?" 
| ask to break the silence, he shrugs and sets the menu down. 


"Not really," 


"Do you want a beer?" 
| sit forward, he shrugs again. 
"Sure." 


| pat the top of the table before sliding off the seat and heading towards the bar. The bartender smiles 


warmly as | approach. 

“Two beers." 

He nods and turns his back, returning with two opened bottles. 
‘ll pay before we leave, that okay?" 

"S'long as it gets paid." 


He says with a chuckle, | grin and grab the beers. Thanking him before | walk back to our booth. Lars is sitting 
there with an elbow on the sticky table top, his head in his hand. 


"You okay?" 


| ask, setting a bottle in front of him as | sit back down. He plays with the corners of the menu, twisting and 
bending one before looking me right in the eye. 


"What did you want to say?" 


He says suddenly, trust Lars to get right to the point. Hes so impatient. | take a pull of the cold and bubbling 
liquid to put off the inevitable. 


‘Lars, what" 

| pick at the label on my bottle, stretching out my leg and shifting around, 

"Did we.um. The other night, when, you said that. Wwas it actually true? 

His eyes drop to the table, the air around us gets thicker. | don't fail to notice how his hand discreetly reaches 
up to his neck Where the bite mark was, or still is. Sweat drips down the back of my neck, making me more 


uncomfortable. If thats possible. He sighs and shakes his head. 


"What do you want to hear, huh?" 


There is a little heat behind his words. Just a little. 

"The truth, just tell me. lve been going crazy." 

He lets out a huff. 

"You've been going crazy?!" 

He looks around, leaning forward and lowering his voice. 

"You have no fucking idea Hetfield " 

His voice cracks a litle. 

"Lars, I'm sorry, okay." 

"Its not fucking okay. Its okay for you, you don't remember shit" 

"And you do?" 

"Of course | fucking remember it” 

His chin wobbles, and for a second | actually think hes going to start crying. But no, he disguises it by taking a 
drink of his beer. | chew on my bottom lip, shame weighing heavy on my shoulders. We had sex, | fucked my 
drummer, my best fucking friend, and don't even remember it. 

That feels like a new low. | furrow my brows and clear my throat. 

"Do you.regret it?" 

| ask, | just need to know. Blame it on curiosity. To my surprise he lets out a little laugh, a cute one at that. 
"Do you?" 


He looks at me from under his eyelashes, the remains of a smile tugging at the corners of his parted lips. | 
shake my head a little and shift my weight again, well aware of Lars eyes on me. 


| regret forgetting.’ 
| say quietly, only just coming to realise that myself. 


"What?" 


"| just-." 

| peel the label off my bottle and roll it between my fingers. 

"| don't know, Lars. |, m sorry for what | did" 

"Yeah, whatever." 

| can tell he is hurting, the tone in his voice, the mischievous twinkle in his eye is gone. 
‘Let me make it up to you." 

| say in a rush. 

"You don't have to James, whats done is done." 

He takes another drink, | bite my lip once more. The situation feels hopeless. 

"I know, just, let me try?" 

My voice is cautious, as though he'd launch across the table at me if | said the wrong thing. 
"| don't know, james-" 

He shakes his head. 

"I just don't know anymore." 


And my heart breaks a little inside. 


